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SWIFT TO AMBROSE PHILIPSI

London, September 14, 1708.

NOTHING is a greater argument that I look on myself as
one whose acquaintance is perfectly useless, than that I am
not so constant or exact in writing to you as I should
otherwise he, and I am glad at heart to see Mr. Addison,
who may live to be serviceable to you, so mindful in your
absence. He has reproached me more than once for not
frequently sending him a letter to convey to you. That
man has worth enough to give reputation to an age, and
ail the merit I can hope for with regard to you, will be my
advice to cultivate his friendship to the utmost, and my
assistance to do you all the good offices towards it in my
power.

I have not seen Lord Mark2 these three weeks, nor have
heard anything of him, but his poetry, which a lady showed
me some time ago; It was some love-verses, but I have
forgot the matter and the subject, or rather the object,
though I think they were to Mrs. Hales.

I can fit you with no fable at present, unless it should be
of the man that rambled up and down to look for Fortune,
at length came home and saw her lying at a man's feet who
was fast asleep, and never stirred a step; this I reflected on
the other day, when my Lord Treasurer gave a young
fellow, a friend of mine, an employment sinecure of four
hundred pounds a year, added to one of three hundred
pounds he had before. I hope, though you are not yet a
captain, Lord M[ark] has so much consideration to provide
you with pay suitable to the expense and trouble you are
at, or else you are the greatest dupe, and he the greatest

------on earth; and I wish you would tell me plainly how

that matter passes. You say nothing of the fair one. I
hope you are easier on that foot than when you left us,
else I shall either wish her hanged or yoo married, but
whether to her or some Yorkshire lady with ten thousand
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